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Love Notes and Panties 


Author's Notes: 
\'Promises\" lyrics copyright of Megadeth. 


Dear Junior, 
Fuck! Scratch that. 
Dear David 


That was better, but only just. It didn't take away the enormity of what he, Mr I-Write-All-My-Own-Lyrics- 
But-Can't-Think-Of-What- To-Say-To- The-Guy-Who-Lives-Above-Me, was about to write. Confessions weren't 
his strong point. 


He couldn't think because it just didn't feel.. night They weren't supposed to feel like this. Well, he wasn't 
supposed to feel like this. He suspected that David was happy enough to sit out on the scraggy bit of grass 
beside their apartment building and chat to whichever girls found his wide, hair covered eyes and battered 


bass guitar appealing. David had that appeal to him, that innocent and sweet appeal that made girls want to 
spirit him away to a clean and tidy house to feed and nurture him. To the girls, Dave suspected, it was like 
playing dolls except with a living breathing human, 


Dave, on the other hand, didn't attract those kinds of women. Instead he got the skanky ones who traded all 
manner of things, including sex, for drugs. They didn't bring him little packages of home baked cookies. They 
brought him STD's. 


With his eyes closed, he quickly scrawled what he wanted to say and rolled it up, sticking it into a empty beer 


bottle. A message in a bottle; that was how you delivered such things wasn't it? 


Opening the creaking window, Dave leaned out, a flush of potent rage flashing through him as he spotted Junior 
sitting outside, his bass in his lap as he chatted happily to a small group of girls. From his vantage point, he 
could see the cookies and what looked like to be a glass of milk With a straw in it. The rage turned into a 
chuckle and he let the bottle go, flinching as it fell through space. When the crash of breaking glass didn't 
happen, he sighed with relief, closing the window as he went to hide. Hide and wait for the fallout. 


woun 


Darkness had fallen when a knock woke him from his slumber. There was only one person who knocked; 


everyone else just waltzed in as if they owned the place. 


Crawling from the beanbag, heart firmly in his throat, Dave opened the door, slumping against the frame when 
he saw the note crumpled between David's fingers. 


He knew he didn't need to ask, but he did anyway, "Can | come in Dave?" 

With a nod, Dave moved away, letting the smaller man in. He watched as David sighed, head hanging a little 
before he looked up. His face was empty, unreadable, but his eyes sparkled with a strange light, one which 
Dave had never seen before. 


"| liked your note," came the soft reply, voice more hushed than usual. "It was nice knowing how you feel." 


Yes, yes. Dave felt himself roll his eyes and instantly regretted it. Make fun of the man who's just contessed all 
fo you. 


"And?" he demanded with a shrug. "Whatca here to tell me, Junior?" 
David's posture seemed to mirror his own, defeat showing in the slumped shoulders. "Dave, | just. | j-" He 
seemed to be struggling to get the words out and Dave felt his patience, what little he had, slipping rapidly 


away. 


"You don't what, Junior?" he thundered, watching as the brunette jumped, trembling eyes becoming focused on 


him. "You don't swing that way? You don't like me like that? What? Tell me, dammit!" 


The suspense was eating at him, twisting his stomach into a mass of painful knots. Nothing, not even being 
kicked away from them, had hurt this much. For a brief second, he believed he saw David's lower lip tremble, 


huge hazel eyes beginning to to fill with something other than that strange light. 
Tears. 


Oh fuck, no! Not tears! He couldn't deal with tears. Tears meant he'd have to do some serious crawling and ass 
kissing. Tears meant he'd have to hug the little shitbag, the one who was making him feel as if what his heart 
told him was wrong. He knew David was a good boy, knew he'd been brought up by God-fearing parents and, 

most likely, had been told a million times over that this kind of thing was a sin and that he was going to hell if 


he so much as even thought about another man in that way. 


"I just," David's voice was quivering, on the verge of breaking, Dave trying to hide a groan of displeasure as 
the first crystal tear slid down the other's tanned cheek. "I just d-don't know what t-to s-say," he finally 


managed to blurt out. 


Dave wasn't sure whether to scream or wrap David up and hold him close. To see him standing there, head 
bowed as he fought off tears, ripped him in two. There was the part that just wanted to pummel him and tell 
him to fuck off. And then there was the part that wanted to hug him and tell him everything would be okay. 


Instead, he leaned against the wall, defiantly indignant. "Then why the fuck did you come to say that you've got 


nothin to say?" 


David's chest heaved, as if he were mustering up some courage, and he finally lifted his eyes away from the 


floor. 


"l-I didn't know w-what to say," he began quietly, "because l-l was told that t-these f-feelings were." He gave 
a small shrug, a lock of hair falling across his eyes, giving off the impression that he was some angel, ready to 


fall from grace. "Well, wrong." 
Guffawing, Dave struggled to hold himself upright as tears sprang to his own eyes. His ribs began to hurt as 
he laughed, finding somewhere to lean against as he did. Yet it was the terror he caught in David's eyes that 


silenced him. 


"Dave.." Junior gave a soft shake of his head as his eyes bored into Dave. "Did you write this as some kind of 
joke?" 


Those words chilled him to the bone, freezing him to the spot. Managing to give a quick shake of his head, 
Dave pushed himself upright, walking towards David. 


"No," his voice sounded hollow, scared even. "No, | meant everything | wrote." 


David backed away a litle, eyes still wide as if trying to believe which side of Dave was true. Reaching out, he 
plucked the note from David's fingers, his free arm pulling the brunette to him. 


"l" he began, wondering how he was going to get this out. "l-I" It was a struggle, like hiking through mud. He 
hated sentiments, sentiments that could be brought from Hallmark. "I love you and | have done from the 


moment | first saw you. | don't know where the feelings came from so please don't go." 


It was said in one rushed breath, Dave knowing he looked as helpless as he sounded. It was true, he didn't want 
Junior to go away, didn't want to be left behind to fend for himself again. Yes, he liked the food that David's 
little shenanigans brought home, but it was the man who carried the plates of cookies and sandwiches that he 


loved. 


Holding David tight, he looked down into the spooked hazel gems, wondering what was going through the other's 


mind. 
"Give me a chance," he quietly pleaded. "Please." 


A tooth sunk into David's lower lip as he obviously battled the demons within. Walk away and go to Heaven? Or 
kiss the Devil and be damned to Hell? It was a tough choice for someone who had yet to be corrupted by the 
sin of Hollywood. 


woun 


In the end, the Devil won, taking the innocent David into a world he'd never known existed. Dave wasn't very 
good at romance; in fact, he'd never even considered it a viable foreplay option until that point. But that was 
what was needed to woo the young man and make him realise that what he was doing wasn't wrong but that 


all love, no matter what the gender of the person, were fine in the eyes of some unseen, not so loving god. 


It was a tough battle, one which he found himself losing at times. But the evening finally came, quite 
unexpectedly, when David wrapped himself around him, his lips brushing sunset coloured hair from his ear, as 


he whispered, "Make love to me." 


He had heard called everything under the sun - fucking, shagging, screwing, sleeping around - but never had he 
heard it called "making love". But now, he supposed, he had someone who he wanted more than a casual 
relationship with so he'd damn well have to get used to such pussy terms being used. Not that he minded, 
because it just melted his stone cold heart all the more. 


Scooping David up into his arms, Dave couldn't hide the triumphant grin as he walked to the bedroom. Placing 
David at the foot of the bed, he'd lavished him with kisses, hands possessively running through the thick 
honey-blonde hair. His heart swelled as he watched David melt beneath his touches, mewling quietly as he 
struggled a little. The good ‘ole sixth sense kicked in and Dave let his fingers dance beneath the hem of David's 
baggy t-shirt, gently removing it to reveal the soft, toned skin beneath. A gasp left his lips as he let his hands 


glide over the trembling body, David whining and bucking as his thumbs played over hardening nipples. Dave 
could feel the grin widen, damn, he was good. It didn't take long for his sweet boyfriend to be panting and 
begging to be broken in 


Stepping back, Dave shrugged off his own clothes, desperately trying not to drool as David's skin tight jeans 
slipped slowly to the floor. His grin changed to that of a serene smile, face softening as his heart followed. 
Beneath the jeans were a pair of the cutest underpants he'd ever seen. White and decorated with little pink and 
red hearts, they became tighter by the moment. 


He couldn't help but step back up to David, his own body reacting accordingly as he gently tugged Junior to 
him. He let his hands sweep over gently exposed ribs, down to David's hips and finally cupping his cotton 
covered ass. Giving the pert globes a gentle squeeze, he gave the trembling David the gentlest of kisses as he 


whispered, "You're so fuckin’ cute." 


Blushing fiercely, David pulled away, body twisting a little as if uncomfortable with his nudity. Slowly, ever so 
teasingly, he slid the underpants down, Dave groaning and falling to the bed, his own body limp as he gazed at 


David, taking in a painful looking erection and panties slung almost innocently around his ankles. 


Wrapping his arms around David's slender waist, he didn't give the blushing boy time to step out of them as 
he pulled him close, placing a kiss to the flat stomach before him, feeling a blush tinge his own cheeks as he 


gazed lovingly upwards. 
"You're so perfect. So fuckin’ perfect," he purred, pulling David to the bed with him. 


He lay for a moment, David purring and writhing on top of him as they quietly made out for a moment. He 
wondered if David even had any idea of what was coming. Probably not, but, if he was that desperate to hand 
himself over to Dave then there was going to have to be a little bit of pain 


Pushing the bassist to the bed, he watched as the face that had been filled with lust fell, suddenly realising 
what the situation held. Gently running his fingers down the curve of David's cheek, he gave him a tender kiss, 
cold heart filling with love for the man beneath him. 


"s all right," he murmured. "Its gonna hurt a bit but I'm not gonna do it deliberately.” 


He got a curt nod for his words, David tightening beneath him as he let his fingers wander across bare, 
goose-bumped skin. Over his ribs and down his sides, along his flanks and between his legs, watching as the 
scared trembling changed once again to writhing accompanied by passionate moans. Slender legs parted beneath 
his fingers, nervously shaking a little as they did, giving Dave better access to what lay between them; the 
place that he wanted to claim as his own, that he wanted to break in and let the world know belonged to him. 


Dipping his head, he let his tongue play over David's throbbing cock, unable to hold back a grin as the tightly 
sprung boy howled and bucked. Hands gripped the sheets, balling them into fists, David crying out over and 
over as his cock was licked and sucked, tongue dipping into the slit to lap up sticky pre-come. With his mouth 


still attached to David, Dave reached beneath the bed, thanking his nimble dexterity as he found the battered 
bottle of lube. Still teasing David, he coated a finger, easing it to David's virgin hole and watching as the other 
tightened and let out a grunt as he was breached. 


Grunting himself, Dave found himself struggling to even get his finger to the first knuckle, David bucking and 
writhing beneath him, the occasional animal-like howl leaving his lips as he alternated between trying to escape 
and trying to push himself down onto the invading finger. Pulling back, he plastered his mouth to David's, 


swallowing every cry as he tried to get a word in edgeways. 


"You got t-two choices," he panted, his own body flushed with lust. "We c-can do it this w-way. 0-Or | stick 
my dick s-straight in you a-an' get it o-over with." 


Yeah, real romantic Mustaine. Real romantic. 


With the finger still buried halfway into David's ass, he looked down at the red and sweaty face beneath him. 
Eyes burned with pain and lust, flickering between the two like a wind swept candle. 


"J-Jus' do i-it, Dave," came the cracked reply. 


"You know it ain't like doin’ a chick, right?" he hissed as he got to his knees, fingers squeezing lube over his 


own erection, the one which had spent the last few moments demanding it be seen to. 


For a moment, there was no reaction, David just looking at him, unblinking as his chest heaved. Then came the 


response: "Y-Yeah. l-l figured." 


Tossing the bottle away, Dave nodded. "Good. Just so you know." His voice was filled with a rich softness as he 
tapped David's thigh, "Get on ya knees, sweetheart. It'll be easier." 


The command was obeyed, wide eyes that were filled with a mixture of terror and need peering between 
raggedy bangs as Dave moved close. Holding his breath, he gently pushed David's cheeks apart, easing his cock 
between them. As he pressed the head to the tight entrance, he felt his boyfriend react, winding up like a 
spring. Gripping David's hips, he held him tight, resting his head on David's shoulder as he murmured gentle 
words of encouragement. David's head fell forward, body rising and falling as he panted through the pain. 
Panting along with David, his eyes rolled into his head as the warm tightness engulfed him, pulling him in and, 
for a moment, Dave paused, savouring the moment. As he did, he heard David whine, a tiny please leaving his 


lips. 


Not wanting to disappoint anyone, he began to thrust, slow and gentle at first as he got used to being deep 
inside the only person he'd ever really had any feelings for. Body pressed close to David's, he felt every tiny 
movement the brunette made, every quivering sob of pain. Stroking hair away from David's shoulders, he 


pressed kisses to the tight body, fingers moving over it as he encouraged his new lover to relax. 


It took time but finally David did, giving in to every minute caress or loving word. Together they rocked, David 


howling and bucking as Dave swept over the sweet spot deep inside of him. Reaching between David's legs, he 
gripped his partner's painful erection, teasingly stroking, smiling and raining down kisses on David's neck as the 


other responded. 

"|-I-" David began. 

"You're what?" He knew what was coming and gave the brunette's cock a teasing squeeze. 

David cried out, rearing up before his back deepened again. "l-Im not gonna-" 

There was one last cry, a cry so filled with passion and love that somewhere Dave was sure he could hear 
angels singing, and David came into his hand, ass spasming around his cock. That was all he needed and Dave 
spilled himself into his lover, his own moan of passion joining David's. 

They hung like that for a while, panting and trembling against each other. Beneath his fingers, he felt felt 
David's limp cock begin to twitch back to life, his own cock hardening once more as he remained buried inside 
of him. With a teasing smile, he pulled out and sprawled himself on the bed, reaching out to tug David close. 
Giving him tiny kisses, he stroked honey-blonde hair from David's eyes. He couldn't help but chuckle as Junior 
humphed and lay beside him. 

In mock innocence, he asked, "What?" 

David's lower lip stuck out and he pointed to his crotch and his now hard cock. 

"Oh." Dave's eyes widened and he gave a knowing wink. "You want more?" 

There was a nod and, with a laugh, he pulled David to him, rolling onto his back as he attacked the smaller man 


with kisses, hands becoming possessive as he felt the arousal once more take over his own body. 


wuna 


Nearly fifteen years had passed and, every year, David found himself buying a new box. This one was a 
fetching shade of blue and, hopefully, wouldn't fall apart as easily as the last one. 


He had learned to love their relationship, the guilt fading away to nothing as he realised that love did indeed 
conquer everything. It had been a turbulent fifteen years but he had loved each and every one of them, fondly 
remembering the past and gleefully looking forward to the future. The child within hadn't died, just matured. 
But only a litle. 


Sitting cross-legged on the bed, he carefully placed every little note that Dave had given him into the box. 
From the very beginning, he had kept each note Dave had sent him, whether it was written on a napkin or the 


finest paper around. His smile was warm, heart mirroring it as he read the latest one, left that very morning 


by the kettle. 
Dear Junior, 
/ wil meet you in the next life, | promise you 


All my love, 


Dave. 


Beside it, now rumpled but still legible, was the very first one, the one which had fallen from the heavens in a 


bottle. 
Dear David 


| dont know how to say this because youl think Im a fucking moron and leave. And | dont blame you if you do but 
| have to say it. I love you, and not just in a platonic way. 


Thats all 


Dave. 


David couldn't help but chuckle as he placed it on the top of the pile, the lid hiding them for another day. He 
and Dave may have changed, but the notes hadn't, remaining sweet, if not bluntly to the point. 


~~The End~~ 


